the Splugen road, as it leads from Wallenstadt to Coire. They are little known to, and still less frequented by the English; for We could not learn that any of our countrymen had visited them during the Summer of 1834.
Having procured five small and steady horses accustomed to the locality, a party of three ladies and two gentlemen* started from the little town of ltagatz on a beautiful morning in August, and commenced a steep and zig-zag ascent up the mountain, through a forest of majestic pines and other trees. In a quarter of an hour, we heard the roar of a torrent, but could sec nothing of itself, or even its bed. The path, however, soon approached the verge of a dark and tremendous ravine, the sides of which were composed of perpendicular rocks several hundred feet high, and at the bottom of which the Tamina, a rapid mountain torrent, foamed along in its course to the valley of Sargans, there to fall into the upper Rhine. The stream itself, however, was far beyond our view, and was only known by its hollow and distant murmurs. The ascent, for the first three miles, is extremely fatiguing, so that the horses were obliged to take breath every ten minutes.
The narrow path, ( 
